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Author's Notes: 
For Shrink. Part of the Smiths Secret Santa. | kind of went around the whole guitar-playing thing and focused 


more on the dialogue. 


"Can't. Too nervous.” Morrissey sits with the acoustic in his lap, looking indeed close to tears. 

"I know you love the sound the guitar makes, | want you to feel what it feels like, creating those sounds." 
Johnny smiles warmly, knowing that his staying calm is important in giving Morrissey the right push, if he 
wants to learn. 


"You're going too fast," Morrissey complains. 


‘Mm-mm," Johnny shakes his head. "Do you want us to go over the chords again? | have time. | could walk you 
through it even slower, if you like." 


‘lm not bad at catching up," Morrissey observes. "It's only a few simple chords, right? And you taught me the 


position of each chord, and | was doing OK. | mean, it wasn't tight, | have a long way to go until it sits right. It 
didn't clunk, did it?" 


"No," Johnny says, "but your hands are hesitant. You're barely touching the guitar. You need to be more 
confident to nail it down properly. When you get that confidence, not only will you have a better grip on the 
melody, but you wouldn't have to wonder if you got it right. That's just how it goes. You'll know it like the way 


home, overtime." 
"Home's a long way from here," Morrissey snarks 


"You knew what | meant, you cheeky brat," Johnny snarks back, laughing. "Alright. Like the way from mine to 
yours. How's that?" 


"Perfect," Morrissey smiles gently. 

"Think of it the way you go about your stage persona. | know that right here you're nice and delicate and you 
know, afraid of touching.. But when you go on stage, you get more attitude. You get that spike, both vocally 
and in your performance. You know what | mean? People who listen to us- and ourselves, when we play our 
own music - look for it. Its important to have fun, and - you know - attitude," Johnny smiled, speaking with 
love about playing with Morrissey and the band. 

"Play something," Morrissey says. 

"| don't mind, you know me, but | thought I'm showing you how to play?" 

‘| want to watch you. | can't watch you do it when | play. You change the chord quite quickly, | don't think | got 
the hang of it. H's amazing though, how something as beautiful as your music can come from doing this. It's 
menial labour." 

"I quite like it," Johnny said, and strums out a few chords from ‘How Soon Is Now?*. 

Its a tool, alright, but | think its really about connecting with your tool. Your writing, for example. It's a 
companion, | always know you're writing stuff even when you're not writing it down physically. Your mind is 
constantly working on it. And you're improving, you know that." 

Morrissey nods. 

It's really a part of you, but it's a different expression of you. It shows you things," he smiles with wonder 
and excitement. Morrissey admired that in Johnny, how involved in it he was. Each of them had a different 


role, but they both had the same devotion and passion in common when it came to it. 


“Johnny...” 


"What is it, Moz?" Johnny asks. He could sense that Morrissey's attention is divided, and in part Morrissey is 
thinking about something else. 


"I'm not sure what I'd do, if | didn't have you here." 


"No, don't say it. You always had your own things, like writing and literature and film and all those things you 


devote yourself to. I'm sure you would have found your own way, even if we'd have never met each other." 


"But you were the right person to suit my lyrics, and also the entire vision | had of being in a band. Andy and 
Mike get it too, but | feel like I've been driven by something all my life, and you were too. You were the right 
person for me. We both have the same urgency to be here and to be doing this. What if it is more than just 


a coincidence?" 


Johnny looks at Morrissey for a moment, thinking about whether or not he could reply to the question Moz 
posed to him. He lights up a fag, and Morrissey turns his head in dismay. 


"I think | know what you mean," Johnny says muffledly with the cigarette between his lips, taking another drag 
and then taking it out of his mouth. "If we say it's all a coincidence, it's takes out the uniqueness and mystery 
out of important reference points in our lives, like meeting each other; But on the other hand, if you say it 
was meant to happen, it's almost a step away from saying it HAS to be this way, you stay fixed. And the real 
world doesn't work this way. things move and change constantly, and | suppose those charges will take you with 
them and you'll learn to adapt. And if me coming to your doorstep is what should've happened, it already did, 


so why do you concern yourself with it?" 


"| don't. No matter," Morrissey lies flinchingly. "| probably think too much of things in those hours where we 


don't have much to do except kill some time on the road." 


"So stop it, you mopey sod," Johnny grins at Morrissey affectionately, stroking the other man's shoulder 
jovially. "C'mon, let's get on with our guitar lesson. l'm not letting you give up so easily. | want to see you learn 


to play it. Two guitars always sound better than one." 


Johnny moves to Morrissey's side, putting his hands on Morrissey's and forming his fingers into a chord. 
Morrissey feels Johnny's gaze upon him, with Johnny staying behind him and touching him while Morrissey sits 
down. Thanks to Johnny, Morrissey appears to be less tense, but his expression is listless, his thoughts still 
weighing heavy on him. Johnny watches Morrissey's hands carefully, wanting him to nail the task so much he's 
coming close to moving Morrissey's hands on the guitar in his own mind. He settles next to Morrissey, giving 


him more space. 


Morrissey flutters his eyes and licks his lip, his one hand applying pressure on the fretboard to make his 
finger hurt a bit, and his other hand hitting the chord hard and almost flubbing it. 


"Alright," Johnny quirks an eyebrow at Morrissey's sudden, more aggressive approach, but he looks interested. 


"You put everything you had into it, didn't you?" 


Morrissey nods reflectively, not being sure if Johnny's comment on his guitar playing meant something good or 


bad. 


"I think this is where I'd offer you a drink or a fag so we can relax and do it in a more fun way, but that's not 
what you use to unwind, so we'll leave that. | suppose we can't shag either to work out those tunes | know you 


have in you." 
Morrissey coughs, and then shrugs gently, taking a sip from his water bottle. 


Johnny pats Morrissey's back while Morrissey drinks, a little concerned with Morrissey's response. Then 
Johnny takes his own acoustic back into his lap, playing the sequence he'd shown Morrissey how to play earlier, 


and adding his own Johnny Marr-ish little frills on it. 

"What was that?" Morrissey asks warily, his eyes widening. No way he could follow it. 
"Just made it more.. interesting," Johnny says. "It's not something you need to learn, yet" 
"Then | really liked it," Morrissey quips, smiling. 


"Do you want to take a break?" Johnny asks him lightheartedly, thinking learning about music from the 
instrumental side of things may not be so appealing to Morrissey after all. 


"No, | want to play," Morrissey argues, with newfound determination 
"Yeah? You don't have to do it for me, you know," Johnny says. 
| want to," Morrissey insists. 


"Alright, but | want to try something for it to feel more natural for you. Try not to think of anything when 
you play, but | know you probably will, so at least try to link it with a good memory you have, you'll no longer 
be as nervous when you imagine that thing.. So think about something you really like. Actually, wait -" Johnny 
chuckles, "nevermind, | don't see how thinking about kittens or James Dean will lead you into a productive state 
of mind. Think about something you WANT, and see it move towards you as you get along with THIS," he points 
at the guitar. 


Morrissey closes his eyes for a moment, and his intent is so true he can almost feel his hands move by 
themselves as he goes through the same chords - gently, but steadily - again. He knows he'll never be able to 
truly take his mind off things the way Johnny does, and his fingers will never churn out clean, flawless 
melodies like Johnny does by a country mile, but in those moments when he hears himself play he knows he's 


getting closer to Johnny - perhaps in the only way Johnny would ever understand. 


Ever since that day, every time Morrissey tries his luck learning a few chords, or gets inquisitive around a 
guitar player, he thinks back about that day and everything that was said then. He sometimes feels that if 
he'd have taken the initiative and learnt to play properly when the chance presented itself, things might've 
turned out differently. 


